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The circle in which Paderewski lived was becoming more
and more impenetrable. Paderewski, it is true, had a great
number of friends, hundreds, even thousands of acquaint-
ances and many more admirers, and he enjoyed their friend-
ship or admiration—but his life, filled as it was with endless
activities, had not left him much time for making any very-
intimate human contacts, contacts that should pass beyond
the ordinary admiration for a great artist, beyond social
relationships. His secretary Strakacz and Marcel were
among the few people with whom Paderewski was at all
intimate. Even his relationship with Mme Helena had not
had the character of a simple human bond. The loye and
devotion of husband and wife had moved for well over
thirty years on a stage where exaltation was the accompani-
ment of a private life on which the spotlight of publicity
played without respite, and there was not much room left
for a simple relationship that should be an end in itself.
Even in Paderewski's domestic existence almost everything
was bound up with his career, with his political work, with
his charitable activities, with the pathway of fame on which
his feet were set. Paderewski could be a man's father-
confessor, his teacher, guide, helper, collaborator—hardly
in the ordinary sense his friend.
Outwardly Paderewski showed few signs of loneliness,
perhaps on account of his active and optimistic mind.
Occasionally, however, a chance remark or expression of
sorrow would betray the fact that he must sometimes have
been conscious of solitude. The very greatness of a famous
man separates him from the world at large. An Englishman
might have had a dog for company; Paderewski, a Pole
with a nervous disposition and an intensely active mind,
could not draw much consolation from the company of a
dumb animal. He hated cats; he had not been able to
ignore the animal world that surrounded Mme Helena;
but his interest in her Pekinese dogs, in her parrots and her

